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PREFACE. 


READER! hat thou been much in literary com- 
pany? If ſo; thou hast, no doubt, remarked the deport- 
ment of the individyalswho were severally introduced. 
Some conducted themselves in a genteel and easy 
manner; others behayed——awkwardly enougb . One 
dear youth of promise is ushered into che world, with 
recommendation to notice because it is his premier 
debut: whilst his downcast eyes, blushing cheeks, and 
embarrassed gait, prove that the child would not have 

appeared so prematurely, but for the earnest request 'of | 
friends. Juvenculus hears, forsooth, that mutilated 
transcripts of his work are in circulation: and therefore 
thinks himself obliged to publish in self-defence, to 
prevent misconceptions. Many, elated at their first 
reception in a full birth-day $uit, hastily rush into pub- 
lic, next day, in an unpardonable gd:5habiile. Some 
are well clad; others are arrayed in gaudy shreds and 
patches, pilfered from more honourable cotemporaries: 


magna professis 
Purpureus late qui splendeat unus et alter 


Assuitur pannus. 


Py 


PREFACE. 


It remains for thee to determine in what claſs the 
present production shall be ranked: whether, in short, 
it merit censure or approbation. The Editor is con- 
vinced that English criticism will neither be soothed 
by flattery nor deterred by insolence. He prints: and, 
of course, awaits animadversion. If thy decision be 
favorable to his hopes, he will have cause for exulta- 
tion: if adverse, peradventure he may console himself 
with the trite reflections of other miserable writers, 
and piously inveigh against the degeneracy of the age. 
Should he succeed, he may again venture to show his 
face; Should he be foiled-----alas ! there is —_ oy one. 
Shamed who never Was gau Farewell. 8 
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Nicur, and all her sable tin, 
Beauteous Nature's face deform: 

Whilst upon the troubled main te „% 
Broods the Genius of the storm. 5 

Wide around the surges beaying, . 
Gathering tempests sweep the deen, 

And, their dreary — -bongah bs — 1 vol 

Ministers of Nn ee H 
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Forky Rene add their rage, bn 10 
And tremendous Kaan roar: 
Waves on waves the ies engage, + dw. 0 


And their fragments lab the 3 


BAGATELLES. 


Dismal yawns the foaming ocean, 
Laying bare the rocks beneath ; 

And the whirl-pool's eddying motion 
Threatens instantaneous death. 


Now, the large destructive clouds 
Hover round each mountain's height ; 
And the moon her aspect shrouds, 
And the stars refuse their light. 
High above the rolling billows, 
On the cliff a wretch is laid: 
Rugged flint-stones are the pillows, 
Which support the mourner's head. 


« Once, alas! I once was free, | 
And my path was strew'd with flow'rs : 
Youth, and inoffensive glee, | 
Wing'd with bliss the fleeting hours. 
But, those hours of harmless pleasure, 
When poor Maratan was young, 
Are 0'erbalanc'd by the measure 
Of excruciating wrong. 


Oh! why former joys relate, ; 
When the thought excites despair ? 
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Chang'd is now my hapless state 
From hat memory paints $0 dear. 
Scenes congenial to the sorrows, 
And the storms within my breast, 
Midst your melancholy horrors 
Deign to hide a tortur'd guest 


Can I think upon the day 

When I left my native home, 
Forc'd reluctantly away, 

To these barbarous climes to come > 
Torn from country, friends, relations, 
Torn from all my soul holds dear, 
To endure the worst vexations 

Under cruel bondage, here ! 


Yet, though thus deceiv'd I be, 
And by fraud enroll'd a slave ; 
Still the inward man is free, 
And unfetter'd as the wave. 
Shall I burst my bonds asunder ?----- 
Shall I to the tyrant go, 
Glut revenge, and, wild as thunder, 
Hurl him to the shades below? 


S 
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Or, rejecting vain delay, 
Shall I close my luckless doom: 
And consign my weary clay 
if x To th' embraces of the tomb ? 
lf Some few moments spent in atiguish 
Will release me from my woes: 

Maratan no more shall languish, 

But enjoy a sweet repose. | | 


— 
— 
* 


Then, no master's stern command 

Can enjoin perpetual toll, 
Nor the murdering steward's hand 
Scourge me oer the burning soil. 
Into madness am I falling ?----- 

Glories round mine eye-balls play hall. 
| Hark ! I hear my parents calling, 
« Haste thee, Maratan, away!“ 2 ef 


What portend this secret dread, 

And these trickling drops of dew ? 
Wherefore swims my throbbing head ? | 
if Whence these mists before my view? 
| Sure, some dæmon did invite me; ' 
And my heated brain molest | 
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Death, alone, could ne'er affright me, | > 
Death would bring She nne. rest. 


7 | 2 
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What, if once the fatal knife | wy 3 
In my breast 1 rashly sheath, . 
And destroy this present life 

Shall I suffer after death? 0 
When 7 quit this animation, 5 
And my body is no m n 0. 
Shall / feel annihilation? 1 : 2 = _ 
Or will God my breath m ? 


: ” 


God Alas gong 'Fr name 
4D 1 29047 Un eee 
One so pure, $0 $0 full of grace, ä 
And not feel the glow of shame 
Flushing in my guilty face 
But perhaps tis all a fiction, 
Priest - craft that these christians find 


Can, when veil'd in mystic diction, 


Subjugate a captive's mind, 


Still; —this earth, that sea, those skies, 
Thunderings, lightnings, clouds, and storm, 
All the scenes which round me rise, 
With resistless force inform: 


BAGATETLLES. 


Yes ! tis true, some great creator 
Form'd these wonders by his nod; 
And each miracle in nature 
Proves that great creator, God. 


Hail! thou source of endless love 
Oh!] vouchsafe to bless my pray'r; 
Let me for the future prove ? 
Worthy thy paternal care ! 
Grant that patience may direct me, 5 
As beneath the scourge I lie, 3 
And with cheering aid protect me, 
Till opprest with stripes, Idie!” 


+ 
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THE INDIAN WARRIOR, . 


BOUND TO THE STAKR 


WHERE fair Yamacra charms the gazer's sight, 
And waving thickets intercept the light, 

What time the moon, dun night's resplendent queen, 
To glitter through the blacken'd clouds is seen; 
The brave Kitonshal to a stake was bound, 
Whilst hostile hosts of warriors stood around; 
Fiercely he frown'd, and, with a withering look, 
The chieftains of Yamacra thus bespoke : 


What though around me savage foes appear, 
What though their eyes like fiery meteors glare; 
What though my limbs be rack'd by sharpest pain: 
| Kitonshal suffers, but will ne'er complain. 8 


« For battle soon your nation must prepare, 
Through all your towns shall spread the flames of war. 
With horror view the sands of Schambe's plain, 
There reckon up the numbers of your slain; 


8 BAGATELLES. 


In vain, alas! for gallant friends ye weep: 
Oblivion seals their eyes in endless sleep. 
No pangs, no trouble can the dead molest : 
No din of battles breaks their peaceful rest. 
Ere long, your country s desolated lands 
Shall feel the fury of conflicting bands; 

My valiant intimates shall deal the blow, 
And lay Vamacra 8 haughty bulwarks low. 
Ev'n now, upon her walls fell demons brood, 
Their sable plumage all distain'd with blood; 
Light shades of heroes wander to and fro, | 
Deform d with visionary marks of woes. 
With wounds, disgusting to behold, and bare, 2 
They fain would sad Yamacra' $ fall declare. — . 


42 


Ah! now my rolling eyes begin to swim, 
And every object to the sight grows dim TÞ 
The glimmering landscape gently fades away, 
Whilst fleeting shadows hover o'er the day. 
Still, still, I firmly scorn all sense of pain, iy 

Kitonshal suffers, but will ne er complain. 


8 Shall I the Splendor of my deeds dingrace, f 
Staining the honors of our noble race; 

And to my sons a base example show fn 
No! let them learn to bear oppressive woe 
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Approach, tormentors, ruthless as the storm! 
Let ghastly looks each countenance deform ; 
Come on, vile cowards, with your cruel train, 
Come, rend these sinews with severest pain: 
But, not a tear shall from these eye-lids steal, 
Dastards, alone, disgraceful fears reveal; 
Affliction never can depress the brave, 
They seek a better fate beyond the grave.— 
Around me, now, the scorching flames arise, 
And clouds of eddying smoke ascend the skies. 
Vet, still, I firmly scorn all sense of pain, 
Kitonshal suffers, but will ne'er complain. 

« Heav'ns | when this agonizing Scene is ver, 
Triumphantly I'll seek some distant shore, 
Some unknown isle, where flowrets ever bloom, 
And groves of cassia waft their sweet perfume: 
There T'll reside till time itself shall fade, 
A conquering hero, and a deathless shade. 
Then, still, I'll firmly scorn all sense of pain, 
Kitonshal suffers, but will ne'er complain!“ 


Whilst he thus spoke, a distant sound was heard; 


And on the heath a warlike band appear d. 
C 


IO NS BAGATELLES. 


Hark! how Parmara's troops, with savage pride, 
Yield a shrill shout, and rush from every side 
Through flying ranks their chief belov'd they seek, 
And a dread vengeance on his murderers wreak. 
All, now, alas! for mercy plead in vain, 

The thundering hatchet strews them on the plain; 
Confusion reigns : the tumult sounds afar : | 
Whitst shrieks and yells are mingled with the war. 
Soon as these clangors through the woods resound, 
The faint Kitonshal sadly looks around; | 

A sense of pleasure glides through every vein, 
Joyful, he sees his late tormentors slain; 

No painful thoughts his dying hour molest, 

But, with a smile, he sinks to endless rest. 


FE: 
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THE AMERICAN WARRIOR, 


AFTER A DEFEAT. © 


AT that still hour when mid-night rules the sky, 
And twinkling planets roll their orbs on high, 
The sad Carandoc left his native home; 
Compell'd through drear Columbia's wilds to roam: 
Pensive he mov'd, by bitterest grief opprest, 

And thus pour'd forth the sorrows of his breast. 


Curse on insidious and deceitful foes ! 
In vain would force their treachery oppose. 
Envelop'd by the murky shades of night, 
Our town was hush'd :—extinguish'd every light ; 
No hollow murmurs breath'd along the vale, 
No echoes whisper'd to the gentle gale —— 
At length, a sudden yell is heard around, 
And all Altama shudder'd at the sound. 
Confus'd, amaz'd, each warrior left his bed, 
And rush'd upon the snare the traitors spread. 
Part seize their arms, and fierce to combat fly, 
And part, attack'd in sleep, ignobly die; 
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All, at wild random, deal the hasty blow, 
The javelin this assumes, and that the bow: 
But most, alas! with groans yield up their breath, 
And quit the bonds of sleep for those of death. 
Loud conquering shouts and dismal shrieks arise 
From all around; the clangor mounts the skies. 
Soon as these dreadful cries invade mine ear, 
I wield the axe, I brandish high the spear: 
To join the war my gallant men I call, 
And bid them conquer still, or bravely fall. 
Full many a hero sunk beneath my hand, 
Clasp'd the cold earth, and bit th ensanguin'd sand; 
Whilst Horror, hand in hand with pale Affright, 
Stalk'd through the ranks or hover'd.o'er the fight, 
Now clouds of arrows whiz along the air, LG 
Now all the cots involv d in flames appear; 
On every side shrill female shrieks resound, 
And slaughter'd victims press the reeking ground. 
My dear companions all in fight were slain. 
When, impotent the contest to sustain, | 
Whilst yet the grass was tipt with mid - night dew, 
Thro' hostile ranks, thro murdering scenes Iflew: 
Till, quite o'ercome, 1 rested in this gloom, 
Where soon] trust to clone my hapless doom, 


BAGATELLES: "a 


Can this lone forest peace of mind bestow : 
Or ease a wretch whose life's surcharg'd with woe ? 
Could I my nation and my wrongs survive? 

No! honor, glory bid me cease to live ! 


c Thick clouds of smoke ascend the lurid skies; 
Lo! ev'n now, the glaring flames arise. 
And, hark! the victor's shouts assall mine ear, 
Whilst groans of heroes urge my fruitless tear. 
Farewell, ye dreary wilds, for now I go 
To visit peaceful realms unknown to woe: 
Where vales are blooming with perennial flowers, 
And meadows water'd by refreshing showers ; 
There shall I see my lov'd Lamuna's shade, 
Stray o'er the fields, and haunt the blossom'd glade. 
Clasp in mine arms the idol of my heart; 
Then, oh delightful thought ! no more to part. 
But whilst she wanders spicy vallies o'er, 
I'll hunt the stag, or rouse the mountain boar. 
----She glides before me on the gentle wind !----- 
She bids me come, | nor tarry long behind !----- 
I come, I come, Lamuna dear, I come: 
And joyful seek th' embraces of the tomb! 


14 BAGATELLES. 


Carandoc plung d a dagger in his breast, 
Clos'd his dim eyes, and gave his soul to rest. 


BAGATEL LES. | I 5 


THE INDIAN 


IN DESPAIR. 


Twas where the mighty Oronoko'roars, 
And rolls its billows o'er Columbia's shores, 

An Indian captive, on a bank reclin'd, 

Thus breath'd his sorrows to the passing wind: 


« Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day, 
No meadows flourish'd, and no vales look'd gay, 
When treacherous Spaniards, with a warlike host, 
O'erwhelm'd with slaughter every peaceful coast: 
The native Indian into slavery led, 

And drove each rustic from his lowly shed! 

No more, ye virgins, through the spicy grove, 
No more shall ye repeat your tales of love: 

No more with graceful limbs the streamlet skim, 
Or, sportive, on the beauteous surface swim. 
The swift canoe no more in peace shall glide, | 
Borne on the rippling current of the tide. 

Alas! those pleasures, like enchantments, fade; 
And slavery spreads around a dreadful shade! 
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When first the Spanish fleet, in dire array, 
Through Oron oho Waters cut its way, 
Gloomy appear'd each object to the sight, 

And the red moon withdrew her wonted light: 
Conceal'd in clouds she mourn'd each future deed, 
Conscious their guilt would cause our race to bleed. 
No genial breeze was heard the woods wee, 
But every bough in solemn silence hung: 

No vocal sangsters hail'd a beauteous . cet? 
Nor with glad notes proclaim'd the morning nigh 
No pearly dew-drops glitter d on the lan; 
All nature mourn'd the opening of the dawn. 


Farewell, mae, caves, and mountains 
Steep, |. b 45 

Wash'd by the any qurkace of the OPERA ; 

Farewell, ye groves, ye wild and trackless woods, 

Ye murmuring streamlets, and ye rapid floods: 

Farewell, sweet pleasures all, a gentle train; 

No more ye'll charm Alknomook's heart again? 

Where are the cots which yonder — d? 

, rises round me but a barren waste. 

No pleasing prospects cheer the roving 1 
No fertile valleys yield the soul delight ; 
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Alas! those pleasures, like enchantments, fade; 
And slavery spreads around a dreadful shade 


* Is not the lily, which the rivers yield, 


Fairer than all the flowrets of the field? 
Vet, still, no odors from her leaves exhale, 

To please the sense, and float upon the gale: 
But, lo! the crimson blossoms of the rose, 

To every Zephyr fragrant sweets disclose. 

Thus Spanish tyrants, with their whiter skin, 
Can shew no virtue, boast no charms within: 
Whulst the poor Indian slave, of darker hue, 
May have both virtue and attractions too. 


« Lo! now the sun begins his daily round, 
Each riv'let bubbles with a softer sound; 
The cock's-Shrill clarion has proclaim'd the morn, 
And breezes whisper midst the bending corn. 
——g Quick let me fold mine eyes in placid sleep, 
And penetrate the mansions of the deep; 
Since all life's pleasures, like enchantments, fade; 
Now slavery spreads around a dreadful shade 


D 
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| Thus said; where aged boughs, and sea-weeds 
To dash against the craggy rocks are seen; 
With frantic rage, he glares on every side, 


* 4 * 


Then, groaning, plunges in the frothy tide. 
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af BELISARIO. 


4 young how recites s the aroma of his general, « to 4 2 
of ſeatanti, * an extensive lain. 


FRIENDS, have ye heard what dire mischance befell 
The veteran bulwark of the Roman state? 
Condemn'd, alas! to languish in a cell, 
By order of the Prince he serv'd so late. 
Tis said, indeed, that with ambition fraught, 
He long had aim'd a dark, insidious blow 
*Gainst our Supreme : but, say, could such a thought 
Lurk in the breast of Belisario ? 


Sooner shall yawning Tartarus, impell'd 

By wayward Fate, yield back the num'rous dead: 
Or Jove's Olympus sooner be beheld 

Bending to earth its low-dejected head; 

Sooner shall all creation sink in flame, 

And Chaos reign, wide - wasting, here below: 
Than treason foul distain the honor d name, 

So justly prais'd of Belisario. 
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Vet, still, my friends, in vain fair virtue shines 
In all the actions of this glorious man: 

Since calumny tor and undermines 
His reputation with her fatal plan. 

He, in the pride of innocence array'd, 


— — — — — 
—— — -— = 


Quite unsuspicious of the pending blow, 


Gave headlong in the snares so strongly _ 
— the — of Belisario . 


Still, though in durance vile a captive bound, 
His ardent spirit wander'd unconfin'd, | 
Nor could indignities 80 great be found | 

q E'er to control the freedom of his mind. | 

| Nobly Serene, he check'd the fruitless Sigh, 
| 


Sad- smiling patience sat upon his brow : 
Though much revil'd, he scorn'd to make reply, 
And, ev'n in bonds, was Belisario. 


Short was his suffering thus. The voice of Fame 
Proclaim'd aloud the melancholy tale, 

Till every citizen, with wild acclaim, 

Compell'd the court to free him from the jail ; - 
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But barbarous policy, alas! ordain ed 
His loss of sight before they let him go: 
This, this he suffer'd — remain d, 
Save n eee 3 03 YISTS10 
 SQATVOD 07 ein 
Say, was it not ae in eee * | 
Opprest with chains to waste his — Y 
Ah ! was it not enough, that cruel men 
With torturing engines quench'd his yisual ray ? 
Alas] ungrateful to a man so brave, | | 281A 
They drove him hence in distant-climes to go, 
Blind, old, infirm, a niggard boon to crare 
At stranger's hands for Belisario, | 


1 


And} Is it = _ virtue chould bec crown + if 
Victim to wrongs, imprisontment, and pains? 

Where will the loyely guest on earth be found, 
Since malice never from the good refrains 

Thus do thy sons, illustrious Rome, requite 
The many blessings which from valor flow? 

And do the wretches dare to plunge in night 
The splendid days of Belisario ?, 
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Firm and undaunted, in his country's cause, 
He fought midst raging hosts with steady eye = 

Stern rectitude compell d him by her las 
Bravely to conquer, or as bravely dic. 

Farewell to courage, honor, virtue, all! 
Glory and fame no more I wish to know, 

Since courage, honor, virtue, glory, fall, 

And draw disgrace on Belisario. "OP 


Alas! how chang d is Rome! once justly fam'd | 
For raising merit from the humblest lot: 

When conscious probity, applauded, claim'd 

| The great rewards by sturdy valor got. 

But now, the leader of the Roman strength, 
Who oft the pride of hostile chiefs laid low, 

Who vanquis'd myriads in the field: at length 
Implores our alms for Belisario. 1 


Sad state for him, who, nurs'd by fortune's smiles, 
Ne'er knew distress save that which others felt, 

Then liberally sooth'd their wants, the whiles 4 
His generous soul in sympathy would melt 
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Who can refuse the tribute of a tear? 
A4 ite like this would soſten ew 'n a foe: 
Shall we then, Romans, aw'd by slavish fear, 
Repress our sighs for Belisario? Wor 


No! If mine eyes review the godlike man, 
Though sunk in misery and dire disgrace, 
Gladly will I endeavor all I can 
To light a beam of pleasure o'er his face. 
Yet ah! perhaps, worn down with shame and grief, 
He, long ere this, in earth hath laid him low: 
And welcome death hath granted the rehet © 
That life denied to Behsario ! | 


But, if he live, though all should pass him by, 
And meanly dread to notice his estate, 
Yet will not I conceal the generous sigh, 
Or cease to sooth the rigors of his fate; 
No. For some time, at least, my humble Lar 
Shall greet him kind, and friendship's balm bestorw; 
My thoughts shall mourn the chief when absent far, 
And my heart bleed for Belisario. 
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Where will ye flee for refuge in distress, + 
When hostile squadrons swell the heaps of slain? 
Where turn your eyes, alas! when victors press 
Your quick departure, or to whom clan? 
All safety's fled | For he is now no more 
Who sav'd our country from each deadly boo : ; 
And we have nothing left, but to deplore 
The general loss in Belisario. roi, 
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Think not, my weeping friends, an act so vile 
Can pass unpunish'd long by angry Jove : | | 
Soon foreign bands shall burn yon lofty pile 
Of noble buildings, and their pomp remove. 
Ere long this hapless land shall stand in need 
Of such brave leaders which it ne'er shall know, 
And Rome shall fruitlessly lament the dee 
Committed now on Belisario. 


BAGATELLES. & . 
A NIGHT STORM. 


Now gloomy Night expands her sable wings: 
Now a dread silence & et the plain is east; 

Save where the warbling Philomela sings, 

Or dry leaves rustle in the eddying blast. 


Now the pale Moon emits her gentle beams, 
And from the lurid mists her orb unshrouds ; 

Now o'er the glassy lake uncertain glearns, * 
Through the thick veil of eiteumambient clouds. 


Methinks, I hear the sea's tempestuous roar ! 
I $ee, I $6e, the foatning billows rise! 
Tumultuous dashing on the sounding shore, 
Whilst peals of thunder rattle through the skies. 


The storm commences. Hark ! the winds arise. 
Again the Moon withdraws her silver light. | 
Portentous lighthings dart athwart the skies, 
And add their hottots to the dreadful night. 
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26 BAGATELLES» 
EPITAPH. 


READER! let other tomb stones o'er this plain, 
To please thy taste, poetic lines impart: 

This humble monument shall scek to gain, 
Shall hope to meliorate thy feeling heart. 


Would'st thou enjoy eternity? Be wise: 
Endure, with steady faith, the ills of fate. 

Thus, at the close of life, thy soul shall rise 
To endless pleasures in a future state. 


Hope not that rash and never - ceasing tears, 
For expectation cross d, thy God shall move; 
But know, for patient Christians he prepares 
A cron of glory, in the realms above. 


Whilst all beneath these solemn yew-tree shades 


Enforce the sentence, Life must shortly end? 


Oh! strive to gain the life that never fades, 
And heed the whispers of thy clay- cold friend 
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EXTRACT 


4 ' 


FROM Dr. |. BURTON'S „ SACERDOS PARACIALIS.” 


O Felix studii, qui non ingloria ruris 
Otia tutus agit, procul ambitione metuque! 
Qui recolens quicquid dignum sapiente bonoque 
Providus æternæ meditatur seria vitz, 

Gaudia despiciens perituræ; Deoque vocanti, 
Cujus sacra gerit, magno lætatus honore 
Impendit curas, animamque relinquit in astris. 
Non illum potuit Syren, damnosa voluptas 
Flectere, non miseros agitans discordia cives, 45 
Nec malesuadus honos, nec lucri prava cupido; 
Sed pietas, cœlumque fides amplexa, remotum 
Ad majora vocat; Fortunam dona ferentem 
Subjiciens pedibus, rigidique pericula fati, a 
Atque alio patriam monstrans sub sole jacentem. 


F elix, qui late turbantibus æquora ventis, 
Civiles tut prospectat ab arce tumultus, 
Immunis culpæ, simul, immunisque pericli. 


Cztera securus, sancto vacat usque labori, 
Sedulus et populo prodesse, Deoque placere 


 BAGATELLES. 


TRANSLATION. 


HAPPY the man, endued with soul seren. 

Whose useful labors bless the rural scene! 

Asziduous hourly to enrich his mind 

With wisdom's stores, by piety reſin'd: 

Untaught te court vain, perishable jeys, 

His every thought a future state omplo: 
Fir d with a sacred trust, that turns his cares 

To that great God, whose awful charge he Nn 

Rising superior to the things of time, 

And aiming but to reach a heav'nly clime. 

Him shall no Syren · pleasures noxiqus charms 

Alluxe, a wretched captive, to her armo:: 

Factioꝑs in vain may prompt to discord dire. 

Ambition's call, with avarice conspire; 

Weak is th' attempt his virtues to molest, 

Or sway the steady purpose of his breast. 

Above their sphere on wings of Faith he soars, 

A glorious flight, and happier realms explores: 

On wings of Faith, whose eye, firm fix'd on heav'n, 

O'erlooks each boon by fickle Fortune giv'n ; 
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Dares every danger lurking in the way, 
And points toregions of eternal day 


Happy, when howling tempests scour the _ 
Saſe in the port, to find himself at eass; iD 
Safe from the inroads of domestic $trife, 1 
Safe fram the storms which harass public 1, 10 
Stranger alike to guilt and conscious fear, 
With hallow'd toik he crowns the circling year: 
Ardent to urge his noblest claims above, — 
His flock's Salvation, and his Savior's love! 
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BW SH ni anidiul 15906&D5 11379 29181 

ON THE AUTHOR'S BIRTH-DAY. 

| 290110153 g. {mod note 7c 
uu (0 kind FProvidracr tg mohere, 
To- day I enter on my tentieth eat... 
Oh ! may no future time disturb the biz, i 5 
The peace of conscience, which I feel at this: 
But, may the knowledge of 4 life well spent, 
Delight in youth, and bring old age content! 
The pride of conscious rectitude, aue oft 211 
Is all I covet, all I seek to own ; 
Whether condemn'd a length of days to have, 
Or soon to reach the confines of the grave. 
A Christian's life depends not an his years ; 
But virtuous youth a good old age appears : 


For what's the lapse of seasons, Lord, to thee ? 


Or what 1s time, to all eternity ? 
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ox THE AUTHOR'S FATHER. 


WITH liveliest sense of gratitude imprest, 
I feel transporting tumults in my breast : 

Ah! whence these raptures which my thoughts 
inspire? | 5 
Why through my frame thus glides the pleasing fire? 

This is the day on which my father's eyes 
First open'd to behold the earth and skies; 
Gladly I seize my lyre, to hail the morn 
On which a parent, justly lov'd, was born : 
And greet, exultingly, its earliest ray, 
Whilst filial duty animates the lay. 


To thee, dear father, ever generous friend, 
With unaffected joy, these lines I send: 
Convinc'd thy wonted goodness can excuse 
The artless efforts of a kindred muse. 
Long to thy share may heav'n's great Ruler give, 
In health and sweet serenity to live; 
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Securely plac'd above affliction's rage, 
Endued with all he chearfulnes of age 


i Without anxiety for moments past ; 


ä And tranquilly prepar'd to meet the last 
. 2 


. * 
4 wt 


BAGATELLES. 33 
UPON THE DEATH _ 


OF A GALLANT YOUNG NAVAL OFFICER, WHO WAS SHOT 
IN THE ACTION OF THE FIRST OF. JUNE, 1794. 


Stat ua cuique dies; breve et irreharabile temſius 
Omnibus est vite ; sed, famam extendere factis, 
Hoc virtutis ofeus, | 


Mucy valued youth, farewell ! To earth we trust 
Resign'd to heav'ns decree, thine honor'd dust: 
Resign'd, alas! since, though abrupt thy doom, 
Thy worth shall flourish with immortal bloom. 
Much valued youth, farewell ! Should future days 
Require a subject for exalted praise; 

And wish some favor'd patriot to find 

Of soul undaunted, and of spotless mind: 

Some youth, from folly free, devoid of art, 

And blest with every virtue of the heart; 

Of manners gentle, of affections mild, 

A tender brother and a pious child : | 

Belov'd by all good men, where'er he came ; 

Who liv'd an honor to the British name, 
And perish'd nobly in his country's cause? 


Fame shall extend her trump, and point to Dawes. 
F 
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TO A YOUNG LADY. 


WHO REQUESTED THE AUTHOR TO WRITE SOME LINES 
UPON THE DEATH OF A NEIGHBOR, 


AT thy command, dear maid, these numbers flow, 
From one who greatly feels the present woe; 
Expect me not to celebrate the praise 

Of our departed friend, in labor'd lays : 

When grief unfeign'd compels the tears to «tart, 
Truth i is the sole, sad language of the heart. 
Crush'd in the battle's rage, when glory calls, 

Full many a gallant form untimely falls; 

And Victory, with wreaths of roses crown d, 
Deplores the latent thorn's deep-rankling wound 


Yet not to public scenes alone, we find 

The stroke of fell adversity assign'd ; 

But, when a ruthless malady impairs 

A neighbor's health, and Fate arrests his years: 
Who can behold the widow's poignant grief, 
And not administer some slight relief; 
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Or who can hear the tender orphan's cries, 
And not pour forth some sympathetic sighs ? 


In our lamented friend were well combin'd © 
The social virtues which adorn the mind; | 
Full sweetly pass'd his unambitious life; © 5 
Dear to his friends, his children, and his wife: : 
How much he merited their utmost loye, 3 
The language of their sorrows best can prove 
What though no public deeds, of high 1 renown, g 
Twine round his honor'd brows a laurel crown, 
Yet shall the private worth that he possest | 
Gain general plaudits from each friendly breast. 
In every heart the good man's praise shall live, 
Whilst Memory holds her dear prerogative. * 


Since tis the lot of frail humanity 
To breathe for some short years, and then to die : 
Mourn not too much for this « our valued friend, 
But ket us hope to imitate his end. is 
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ON POETRY. 


ILL Suits, dear Emma,with thine Edwin's powers, 
The mighty lore of Newton to peruse; _ 
[He first explain'd dame Nature's laws abstruse, 
In that great work whose ample volume showers 
A blaze of light, rich knowledge to diffuse 
on er each young student J mind, midst Granta's 
bowers J 


11 love to cull the gay luxuriant flowers 
of gentle poesy, and rather chuse ' won 
To greet with numbers wild the fleeting Yn 
And taste those] joys Ambition's sons refuse. 


Oft, as my muse essays ber tender wings, | 
I feel from worldly cares a short release; 

Hope, smiling, o er the future prospect flings, 
Her robe of brightest hue, and all 1s peace. 
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MORNING; 


Hail, fair Aurora, goddess of the morn! 

Come, and dispel the shadowy clouds e; ; 

Come, and each solitary grove adorn, nx 
All nature cheering with thy beams of light. 


For thee, blithe songsters chirp the tender lay; 
With grateful notes they greet thy dear approach; 

And rustic swains uprear them from their couch, 
To execute the labors of the days : | 


At length. pale Luna's orb is seen to fade; 
No twinkling planets through the æther . ; 
No more the heights of yonder mountain's brow | 
Involve the valley in a deep · draun shade. 
The cock's shrill clarion now, with piercing sound, 
Proclaims that thou begin st thy wonted round. 
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TO SLEEP. 


THOU ent wat wont, sweet Sleep, with kindactotd 
To greet mine eye · lid with a balmy kiss: 
And of refreshing slumbers to afford i 


But since fair Emma hath inflam'd my soul, 
 AndLove's fierce raptures glowwithin my breast : 
Iseek, alas! in vain, thy soft control, e 
Thy grateful rest. 


In zweet forgetfulness my senses steep: 
! PEPTIDE 0; 6 
Dear, 2 ee * vioval 


Haste then Fr din comforts to bestow. 
Do thou too, Morpheus, close a lover's eyes; 
And beauteous Emma all consenting show 
To chase his sighs. 
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LITTLE god of wanton wiles, 
Quit thy mother's favorite isles: 
Cutting swift the limpid air, 
Hither, gentle Love, repair. 


Emma all my bosom fires 

With tumultuous desires: 

Oh ! grant the lovely maid may join 
Her hand, at Hymen's fane, to mine 


Pomp and riches I despise, 

Domes and columns fruitless rise; 
Insipid Fortune's gifts appear, 
Unless the sweets of Love be there. 


Little god of wanton wiles, 
Quit thy mother's favorite-isles : | 
Cutting swift the limpid air, 


Hither, gentle Love, repair. 
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TO A YOUNG LADY. 


FoRGIVE, dear maid; the daring verse 
Which strives, though faintly, to rehearse 
Thy sweet perfections, and the grace 
Which beams in thy bewitching face. 
Were I to say that beauty's queen 
Had not a more enchanting mien : 
Consult thy glass, and thou wilt see 
That this is no false flattery. 

| i: 
But, if thy form be so refin'd, 
What words can paint thy matchless mind ? 
"Tis all-accomplish'd ! and so free = 4 
From arrogance and vanity, 
That every other fair allows 
Thy merit, and in homage bows ; 
Nay, thine. own heart must whisper thee | 
That this is no false flattery. 


Thy temper is serenely mild, 
And soon, if anger'd, reconcil'd : 
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Soon it resumes its pristine state, 

And all ill humors dissipate, // / 7 
Just like some evanescent cloud 

That dar'd Sol's splendor to unshroud. 
Here, all thy happy friends agree, 
That this is no false flattery, - . - 


But wherefore all this vain expence 
Of time, to sing thine excellence? 

Nor words, nor language, can reveal 
Half the emotions which I feel. 
Aﬀection all my bosom warms 
As I revolve thy numerous charms 

Oh!] cast one favoring glance on me 
Sweet maid ! I scorn false flattery. 
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THE POWER OF LOVE, © ; 
| FIGURATIVBLY BXHIBITED. 


HASTE, dearest maid, and view a sight indeed. 
Haste, and behold upon the verdant plains, 
Where Love, exulting, sports, 
And waves his purple wings, 


What wills the archer ? Neither dart nor bow 

Are near him laid; nought, save a silken snare, 
Which the sly urchin spreads TNT SER: 
Beneath a myrtle's hade 


Stay, thoughtless child ; nor, like the cruel elves 
By mortals called 5;hoo/-boys, joy in woe. 
Oh! spare the orphan's cries, 
The widow'd mother's tears 


Stay, and contemplate how they jocund rove, 
As rising fancy bids them. Do not go 
| And act a dzmon's part, | 
Delighting to destroy.— 
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He recks me not, my Emma; see, the share 

Enfolds the fluttering warblers; Cupid springs, 

With rapture in his eyes, | 
Triumphant on the prey.” 


Stay yet, infuriate boy, thy venturous hand ! 
In pity melt, and set the captives free; 
For Venus, sure, would weep = 


To view a deed so rude. 


Though slender threads around their pretty legs 
Thou sportive bindest, swiftly let them fly: 
Thanks ! gentle Cupid, thanks ! 
For this thy tender boon. 


But sure the bonds which round them thou hast 
thrown, 7 | 
Will much impede the rovers in their flight ?---- 

Ah! no. For see, each thread 
Around a favorite twines ; 


And the enamor'd pairs seek Hymen's aid. 
The rosy god descends, and from his plumes 
Sheds happiness and peace 
O'er all the festive scene. 
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Alas! poor Edwin! As thou show'dst the fair 
The thrilling transports which from Cupid spring. 
How didst thou sigh, to think | . 
That Fortune was thy foe ! 
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les KOUTONs 


By Madame R or, as is more 23 believed, * 
| an obcure _ named _ 


HELAs, petits Moutons! que vous &tes heureux, 
Vous paissez dans nos champs sans souci, sans alarmes, 
_ Ausit6t aimẽs qu'amoureux ! 
On ne vous force point à repandre des larmes ; 
Vous ne formez jamais d'inutiles desirs. ' 
Dans vos tranquiles cœurs “Amour suit la Nature, 
Sans ressentir ses maux vous avez ses plaisirs, 
L'Ambition, I'Honneur, VInteret, I'Imposture, 
Qui font tant de maux parmi nous, 
Ne se rencontrent point chez vous. 2 
—— nous avons la raison pour partage, 
Et vous en ignores Pusage. TT 
Innocens animaux, n en soiez point jalous, * 
Ce n est pas un grand avantage. _ 
Cette fiere | raison, dont on fait tant de bruit, 


Contre les patios n ext ot pas 1 un n 50 remede. ; 
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Et dechirer un cœur, qui Vapelle a son aide, 
Est tout l'effet quelle produit. 
Toujours impuĩssante et severe 

Elle s oppose à tout, et ne surmonte rien. 
Sous la garde de votre chien, | 

Vous devez moins redouter la colere 
Des loups cruels et ravissans, 


Que sous Vautorite d'une telle chimere 


Nous ne devons craindre nos sens. | 
Ne vaudroit- il pas mieux vivre, comme vous faites, 
Dans une douce oisivete ? 
Ne vaudroit- il pas mieux Etre, comme vous Ctes, 
Dans une heureuse obscurite, 
Que d'avoir sans tranquillite. 
Des richesses, de la naissance, 
De Vesprit, et de la beaute ? 
Ces pretendus tresors dont on fait vanits 
Valent moins que votre indolence. 
Ils nous livrent, sans cesse, à des soins criminels: 
Par eux plus d'un remords nous ronge. 
Nous voulons les rendre ẽternels, 
Sans songer qu' eux et nous passerons, comme un songe f 
II n'est dans ce vaste Univers 
Rien d' assure, rien de solide, 
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Des choses d'ici-bas la Fortune decide 
Selon ses caprices divers. 
Tout l'effort de nõtre prudence 
Ne peut nous derober au moindre de ses coups. 
Paissez, Moutons, paissez, sans regle, et sans science: 
Malgrẽ la trompeuse apparence 
Vous Etes plus heureyx et plus sages que nous. 


_ 
a - 
1B 


=6IL Be” 


| 
9 
1 
37 
if 
ie 
i 
9 
1 
ö 
: 


48 BAGATELLES: 


TRANSLATION. 


IN THE MEASURE OF COLLINS' ODE TO EVENING. -- 


Hair, happy sheep! for in our plains ye feed 


Secure from every care that us molests ; 
Ve shed no bitter tears, 
Nor pine with hopeless love; 
But in your hearts Love follows Nature's law, 
Without his tortures, ye partake his sweets; 
Nor do ye ever rue 
Fallen Ambition's aim; 
Honor for you hath no attractive charms, 
Nor selfish interest, nor sly deceit: 
But all these ills, and more, 
Betide man's wicked race. 
Yet man possesses reason that ye want ! 
Meek innocents ! here, trust me, loss is gain: 
For from it small relief 
To mortals is deriv'd. | 
No. This fam'd reason, when the passions rage, 
But ill defends us: wine disturbs her rest: 
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And oft the traitress wounds 
Ihe heart that sought her aid. 
Severe, yet impotent, against her foess 
A fragile shield she raises, insecure: 
| But ye have faithful dogs 
Against the rage of wolve ' 
And better from these savages they guard, 
Than from our senses reason. Lives, like yours, 
Of sweet forgetfulness, 
With indolence and ease, 
Surpass in comforts all the pride of wealth, 
With birth, and taste, and elegance of form. 
For oh! these shadows yield 
To your substantial bliss ! 
Incessantly they urge us to do wrong. 
And sad reflection, in the midst of mirth, 
Dashes the festive cup 
With gall of dire remorse. 
The goods of this world man would make eternal. 
Dull, stupid fool! Our pleasures, like ourselves, 
Pass as a summer's breeze, | 
Nor leave a trace behind. 


No sublunary beings suffer more 


Th' inconstancy of Fortune; she decides 
H 
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In every stage of life 
With unresisted SWAY, 
Feed on then, gentle sheep, without restraint : 
Blest in your ignorance, and happier far 
Than us, who madly boast - 
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TO A YOUNG LADY, + 


WHO LENT THE AUTHOR AN ELEGANT LITTLE POEM, 
' ENTITLED « TEARS OF AFFECTION.” {? 


Deas, lovely maid, for whom I sigh, 
And cherish mingled hopes and fears; 

Say, what thy mystic meaning ? why 
Transmit to me Arp riox's TEARs? 


Is it to bid thine Edwin's mind 
For loss of her he loves prepare: | 
Wake from its golden dreams, and find, 
In lieu of promis'd bliss, - despair ? 


Or doth thy sympathetic soul 
Thus emblematically prove 
It now admits the soft control, 
The tender power, of mutual love? 


Swift let th* interpretation come, 

In pity to a lover's state: 
Oh! let him know th' ambiguous doom, 
Om certify the will of Fate! | 


go- BAGATELLES. 


TO CHELSEA. 


OH ! Chelsea dear! let not the mournful voice 
Of unknown song displease thee ; rather lend 
To hapless Edwin's strains — 
A willing, list' ning ear; 
Yes, sober matron, fain would he repay 
In part, the comforts which thy town affords ; 
And to thy daughters fair 
5 Address the grateful lay; 
For fair thy daughters are, and kind as fair, 
And wise as kind, and generous as wise, 
And sweet as generous, 
And innocent as sweet. 
Oft have they wing d with bliss thine Edwin's hours, 
When sad reflection else had whelm'd his thoughts, 
And sorrow's sharpest fangs 
Were fast' ning on his soul. 
Vet, though the gentle converse of the fair 
Prove thus consolatory, wanton fires 
Ne'er flutter'd in his breast: 
But friendship's hallow'd warmth, 
Matur'd to chastest love, inspires each thought. 
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When he is wont to muse upon his fate, 
He sighs ;- to find that hope 
Emits no cheering rr, 
By which he may ascend to Hymen's fane; 
Unless, inhuman thought! his recreant mind 
Consented to involve 
A partner in his woes. 
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ro A YOUNG LADY, 


| WHO PLAYFULLY SNATCHED A krss FROM THE AUTHOR. 


ENCHANTING Maid! for pity's sake forbear, 
Keep, keep thy kisses; nor, with barbarous joy, 
Tormentingly my youthful sense ensnare, 
And every remnant of my peace destroy. 
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Heav'ns! when I clasp'd thee in mine eager arms, 
And felt thy panting bosom's tender glow, 

How my brain madden'd at thy matchless charms! 
How swift the tide of life began to flow ! 


But when I felt thy kisses-----thro? my frame 
Thrill'd Love's ecstatic raptures: all my soul 
Confess'd the shock electric, and the flame 


1 Of fierce desire blaz'd forth without control. 
1 Ah! then, these sweet prelusive gifts disclaim, 
. And grant no bliss at all, or- grant the whole 
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0 A YOUNG > LADY, 


UPON nen DEPARTURE FROM « CHELSEA. OE 


Aenne, dear maid, this tributary praise, 
Nor spurn the artlesness of friendehip's las: 
They come from one who feels his throbbing breast 
With all the agony of grief opprest, 
Who with the keencst sense of anguish mourns 
As oft his thought on thy departure turns, - 
Whether to hun be giv'n again to trace 
The all-subduing beauties of thy face, 
And hear thy gentle sentiments, and fing 
That face how faint a portrait of thy mind 
Lies hid in Fate: whose unresisted sway 
Can quench in thickest night: the brightest day. 
Or bid the horrors of affliction's reign 
W and Edwin smile in. 


When first 5 1 ee 1 3 f 
Full swift on rapture's wings my moments flew; * 
In harmless con verse many a walk we spent, 


And my glad soul was bath d in full content. 
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But here, ev'n here, fell Fashion dar'd appear, 
And whisper slanderous falsehoods in thine ear. 
Told thee, that friendship was an idle name, 
Merely assum'd to veil a guiltier flame : 

Told thee, that with distrust the world would gaze 
On our sweet noon-tide walks, and scandals raise: 
Told thee, to check thegenerous warmth with speed; 
Whilst cold formalities to love succeed — 


Dear maid, farewell! May happiness attend - 
Obsequious ever on my favorite friend 

Long as a state of singleness shall — 

May every day contribute to thine ease; 

And oh ! may all the blandishments of life 
Concenter in thee, when the name of wife 
Shall be thy virtuous choice ! May he, whose arms 
Shall then encircle thine unnumber'd charms, 
Live long, and happy: and, to crown your love, 
May a large progeny your transports prove ! 
Ne'er may rude storms, or envious blasts — 
The — harvest of perpetual j Joy ! * 


For him, who ticendlicighy eavays to write 
In haste what sorrowing friendship dares indite : - 
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Though Sadness o'er his head profusely show'r 
Her bitter gifts, through each revolving hour ; 
Sweet Meditation still shall be his guest, 

Still thy fair form and mind shall fill his breast: 
Still shall his thoughts in this respect agree, 
And every pray'r shall bless thy name, P* *! 
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TO A YOUNG LADY, 


UPON HER ABSENCE. 


Drak Emma, when with thee I stray'd 
Along the brook, and verdant glade: 

| Whilst Nature's gifts, by thee imprest, 
With thrilling transports fir'd my breast; 
Ah! with what fond delight I hung 

On every accent of thy tongue, 

Fearful the breeze, in sportive play, 

Might waft those gentle sounds away: 
When I with thee such pleasures knew 


How swift the tender moments flew ! 


And when I heard thee oft rehearse, 
In change alternate, prose and verse: 


Thy varied tones, thy polish'd phrase, 

" Taught me to mark each latent grace. 
In taste with thee I strove to vie, 
And catch the lightning of thine eye: 
Accomplishments so rare mine aim, 
Love cherish'd Emulation's, flame; 
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When I with thee such pleasures knew, 
How swift the tender moments flew ! 


Oft Fancy to my mind conveys 

Those eyes where Love triumphant plays: 
But, by the magic sweets I vow 

Which deck expressive Beauty's brow, 
That all the graces of thy form 

Did not so much my bosom warm, 

As did thy sentiments refin'd, 

The splendors of thy heav'nly mind. 
Ah l when in thee such charms I knew. 
How swift the tender moments flew ! 


But, absent now, those scenes I mourn 
Which never, never, will return. 
Fain would I with thine image part, 
The painful inmate of mine heart; 
In vain! No prudence can displace 
The Love that rests on Virtue's base, 
And Reason never can remove 

The bands which she and Honor wove. 
Depriv'd of thee, I sigh, I weep, 
While $low the vapid moments creep. 


59 


n 


r 
— 


n 


BAGATELLES. 


r 


wait ad EASIER 


+» > 


fo — * — 
- —— 
hk Sha 5 es 


2 


TO DEATH. 
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Hair monarch, hail | to thee a suppliant pours 
His invocation sad: of bitterest woe 
Complaining still, and still the lingering hours 
Rebuking, as they joyless waste and slow. 
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How false is Hope! with gentle hand she prest 
My youthful cheek, and, smiling, seem'd to say: 

% Rejoice, my Edwin; peace shall be thy guest, 
Thy constarſt guest, thro' each revolving day.“ 


But now, alas! she flies, and to the wind 
Rejects my prayer, with scorn; her steady hand 
Points to the grave, alone: there I may find 
Peace yet my guest, and own thine influence bland. 
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ro LAVATER. 


Unbounded praises from the poet's hand, 


When venal minds enrol, with wild acclaim, 


Ambition's sons upon the lists of Fame . 
Say, shall true merit undistinguish'd lie, 
Unhonor'd live, and unlamented die ? 

No. Let the generous muse with ardor rise, 
And lift the virtuous to their kindred skies; 
Still let the good triumphantly appear 
Enshrin'd in glory on this lower sphere; 

Till, when their admirable course is trod, 
They reap the ample recompence from God. 
All hail, Lavater! mankind's general friend 
Success thy pious efforts shall attend. 

A warm admirer, in a foreign soil, 

With joy remarks and venerates thy tail. 
Divine Philosophy, with sweet control, 
Expands, directs, and animates thy soul; 
Pleas'd she assists thy philanthropic plan: 
Thy godlike labors for the bliss of man. 
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CARACTACUS. 


AT THE COMMENCEMENT OF HIS LAST BATTLE. 


Hicii on the Summit of a mountain, Stood 
Caractacus, resolv'd on deeds of blood. 
Majestic tow'r'd the warrior : and, with pride 
Of noble independance, thus he cried ; 

Whilst rocks and caverns rudely cast around 
Return'd indignantly the awful sound; 

« Rise, sons of Mona, rise! The new-born day 
Proclaims our sloth, and chides the vain delay. 
Let each brave chief his patriotic sword | 


| Draw fiercely forth, for vengeance ! is the word. 


Give pity to the winds; let rage inspire 

Your warlike bands, and every bosom fire. 

Let slip the dogs of slaughter, and prepare 

To pour through Roman ranks the flames of war. 
Gods! shall we be through Roman cities born? 
We their tame captives? we their people's scorn ? 
No. Let us rather meet the vaunting foe,, 


And valiantly return him blow for blow.” 
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DESPAIR. : Fang 
A FRAGMENT. | 


See an Ode e Deqpair, in 4 work entitled © Academical 
« Contributions of original and translated Petry; frinted at 


IN that dark and deadly hour 
Reigns Despair, with monarch pow'r a 
But most when from his lowest bed 

Old Ocean heaves his angry head,. 
When, with a deep and sullen roar, 

The blust'ring billows lash the shore. 
The dæmon of the storm on high hs 

HFurries through the troubled sky, 

With baleful aim profusely pours | 
Wintry blasts and rattling show'rs; 

The deep-ton'd peal, and livid flash, 
Of fretful elements the crash, - 
The world of waters, black as hell, 

In crested pride, and haughty swell, 
Express, in a terrific strain, 
What human words can ne'er attain; 

See! yonder, in the murky air, , 
Triumphant rides our king Despair. 
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Amidst this scene of wild affray, 

That speaks confusion and dismay, 
When paly death, with furious haste, 
Rides the wave, and wings the blast, 
What seaman, in his brittle bark, 
Rigg' d, perchance, with curses dark, 

But shrinks appall'd, no longer brave, 
Starting aghast at every deep-mouth'd wave. 
Soon the vessel's gaping side | | 
Largely drinks the briny tide : 

Then, what cries are heard around — 
From the Stygian gulph profound 

Spirits of destruction fly, i voy 

Born on blood-stain'd plumes they hie, 
Woven in Fate's iron loom, 

Many an hapless sailor's doom 

They bring; and, hovering round the while, 
Grin horribly a ghastly smile. | | 


A harsher strain of shrieking woe h 
Bursts from the deep abyss below: 
But, feebler now,——now heard no more. 


They sink, beneath the torrent's roar. 
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HELL ; 1s the region where I first drew breath ; 
Sin is my victim, and my sport is death. 

To vex the tenants of this earthly ball 

I issued forth, exulting, at the fall; 

Tortur'd by me, the miscreant eyes the past 
With rage, and feels no ray of hope at last. 

I scorn the calm that pure repentance brings, 
And arm the conscience with immortal stings; 
Round the lorn wretch a thousand forms of dread 
Hover all day, and haunt at night his bed. EY 
Swift at my call a host of fiends appear: 
Hark ! how they bellow in the troubled air! 
Appal'd, amaz'd, the wretch infuriate glares, 
And wildly on the horrid prospect stares: 

His former deeds, alas! of murky huee, | 

Arise, in dread array, before his view ; 
His brain grows giddy, he invokes despair 

I come ; I seize him by his flowing hair; 
And, as convuls'd his madd'ning eye-balls roll, 
Present the dagger, or the poisonꝰd bowl. 

K . 
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THE -SILK-WORM. 


BEHOLD the worm! In ** durance bound, 
Slowly he moves and grovels on the ground, 

Or sleeps involv'd within his narrow ring, 

Inert and helpless all; a piteous thing. 

But soon the metamorphosis appears; 

A silver butterfly its form uprears ; 

Fill'd with young life, and active as the wind, 

It leaves, with eager joy, the shell behind : 

Skims the light air with varied strokes and true, 
And plies its wings, and tastes ambrosial dew ; 


Led on by fostering gales to roseate bowers, 
To sip the sweets, and nestle midst the flowers. 


Just so, we mortals i in the world reside : 

So weak, we seem mere antidotes for pride ; 

The dupes of F olly, in her fetters held, 

And, as she wills, to this or that impell d. 

But, the probationary season O er, 

The gulph once past, frail men shall err no more; 
After the present life our souls hall rise, hh 
Etherial seraphs, to their native ies. Is 
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THE WISH. 


BY A FRIEND. 


WHERE glides the stream thro? fertile ground, 
And where a spacious wood is found, 
May I my cot enjoy; CE, £06 
Far from the vapid sweets of wealth, 
And pleasures, noxious to the health, 
There all mine hours employ. 


Sequester d in this calm retreat, 

Shelter'd alike from cold and heat, 
All pomp may I despise: 

Fairly my follies past review, 

And by a good example shew 
What joys from virtue rise. 


When gold augments the rich man's store, 


Voracious still he grasps at more; 
Smoke, noise, and cities, please; 
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But, may I ne'er in towns appear 
Ye gentler Fates, propitious hear, 
And grant me rural ease. 


There let my heart with friendship glow : 
There let me learn at other's woe 
To shed the pitying tear; 
To $00th the mourning widow's grief, 
To grant to helpless babes relief, 
And banish all their care 


May I renounce the tempting charms 

| Which Vice presents with open arms: 

| Her joys would leave a smart ; 

May I be with Religion blest : 

She cheers th' afflicted and distrest, 
She meliorates the heart. 


So, when the close of life draws nigh, 
All anxious fears may I defy ; 
| To leave this world unmov'd. 
5 And may each liberal person say, 
As tow'rd my grave he bends his way, 
Him all the virtues lov'd : 
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No sordid views his mind opprest, 
In blessing he himself was blest, 
Ile scorn'd all foolish pride : 
The tears he wip'd from every eye, 
And, ripe for Heav'n, without a sigh, 
At length serenely died.“ 


BAGATELLE 3. 
THE ANSWER. 


FokGive the transitory crime, 

Thou gentle bard, if once in rhyme 
Thy patience I abuse: 

Whilst with a daring flight to soar 

*Bove wishful school-boy's fairy lore, 
I teach thy tender muse. 


Tis true, indeed, the youthful mind 
May long some rural spot to ſind, 
Where through the fertile ground 
Soft glides the silver stream: and there, 
Estrang'd from every worldly care, 
To pass life's mazy round. 


Anon, before bright Fancy's eyes 
Ideal scenes of pleasure rise, 
And each fond thought engage: 
Whilst wayward wishes tend t'inspire 
The ardent hope, the sweet desire, 
To prove a golden age. 
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Struck with imaginary dread-/ |. 
Of Fortune's smiles, thy muse is led 
To spurn the tempting snare; 
Forgetful, that what bliss is giv'n 
In trust to one by bounteous Heav'n, 
He may with numbers share. 


But he, whose philanthropic breast 
By conscious virtue is imprest, 
Will higher far aspire: 
He will, by turns, to all dispense 
The blessings which kind Providence 
Permits him to acquire. 


No selfish views will e'er intrude, 

But, anxious for his country's good, 
On her his thoughts are bent; 

Whether he be of wealth possest, 

Or poor with innate virtue hlest, 
He still enjoys content. 


Thus, far from shunning public life, 
In scenes of hurry, noise and strife 
He will conspicuous shine: 


BAGATELLES: 
Impell'd by patriotic zeal, ' 


To suffering merit he will del! 
Beneficence divine. 7} 


Tis grand, to cross the foaming wave, 

Imprison'd wretches prompt to save, 
And dissipate their gloom - 

To distant climes with speed to fly, 

Impell'd by soft humanity, | 
And change their hapless doom. 


Should an invader's hostile band 
Bid ruin stalk across the land ; 
| Behold the patriot nigh! 
His sword with joy the good man draws, 
Determin'd, in his country's cause, 
To conquer, or to die. 


Now, as a Howard, calmly brave, 
Desirous captives sad to save, 
This patriot of the world 
Sets forth : to where the wretched dwell, 
Plung'd in the dungeon's darksome cell 
| Behold, the sail's unfurl'd. 
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In war, where thickest dangers fly, 
A glorious death or victory _ 

On the true hero wait: 
In peace, the worthy mourner's friend, 
To each just plea he will attend, 

And cheer the harshest fate. 


Should faction's traitorous voice assail, 
Or tyrants threat the common-weal 
With slavery's horrid form: 
In well-tried honesty secure, 
In freedom rich, he dares be poot, 
Nor dreads the louring storm. 


Thus did the Spartan quit his wife, 

His children, coyntry----nay---his life 
To save the Grecian state: 

Thus Marathonian heroes bled, 

Alive well-honor'd, and, when dead, 
Ev'n slaves extoll'd their fate. 


Io guide a wav'ring Senate's choice, 
The patriot-statesman lifts his voice 
| To counsels truly great; 

1 
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His mind no selfish wish employs, 
But, in his country safe, enjoys 
Fair Honor's envied seat. 


'Twas thus Demosthenes, of old, 
Inflam'd the generous and bold, 
Proud Philip to confound : 
Twas thus great Cicero, in Rome, 
Protracted long his country's doom, 
By Freedom's hallow'd sound. 


What tho! their splendid labors fail'd | 

To gain their end, and Slavery hail'd 
Her captives Greece and Rome: 

Still shall their efforts make the name 

Of both these statesmen live to fame, 
For ages yet to come. 


The man by private interest led, 
Contented eats his daily bread | 
From any master's hand : 
But he whom liberty inspires, 
Scorns such base thoughts, and pleas d, expires 
. ee in . native land, 
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 CHRIST-MAS. 


| An exhortation to the affluent and RENE in favor of Watch-men, 
Auring that inclement leat-on. 


O'ER Albion's snow-clad desolated plains, 
Lo! Winter now his empire rude maintains: 
In adamantine fetters binds the soil, 

And forcibly restricts the hands of toil, 

Now genial Christ-mas, in its festive round, 
Makes every heart with social mirth rebound; 
Th' industrious laborer his care suspends, 
And, at the close of day, collects his friends: 
Fails them all welcome to his homely fare, 
And bids them with himself his comforts share; 
The blithesome groupe the blazing hearth sur- 
And, as the artless, oft-told tale goes round, 
Loud peals of laughter burst from every breast, 
And, in the present joy, past Sorrows rest. 
Thus harmless they the jocund hours employ, 
Banish dull spleen, and give the reins to joy; 
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All, in the innocence of virtuous mirth, 
Concur to celebrate their Savior's birth. 

And should not man in gratitude rejoice? 

With loud hosannahs elevate his voice ; 

To praise that God, who, coming here below, 

| Trampled on Death, and Sin, the deadliest foe : 
| Shew'd virtue's paths, and by persuasions kind, 
Instill'd fair truth to fix the wavering mind? 
The poor were objects of his tender love ; 
On them he oft his miracles would prove; 
In strains sublime he taught the generous heart 
The sweets of life to sorrow to impart ; 

And urg'd that those a recompence would earn, 
Who nobly gave, expecting no return. | 
Ye sons of affluence! o'er whose rich board 
Ceres profusely | pours her choicest hoard : 
Who, from the very moment ye were born, 
Have largely fed from Amalthæa's horn; 

Oh ! never let your Watch-men be forgot; 
Their wants so many, and so hard their lot; 
Grant some slight pittance from your ample store 
Nor, unreliev'd, dismiss them from your door. 
Remember, that each eve, when free from care, 
Lou, courting sleep, to downy beds repair; 
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When mischief-brooding Night o'er all mankind 

Throws her dark mantle; when the savage mind 

Of daring plunderers would rob your home, 

When through the cities prowling villains roam; 

Thbeir's is the task, though hail descend with snow, 
Tho piercing winds from Northern regions blow, 

Torn from the comforts balmy sleep bestows, 

To guard your mansions from insidious foes. . 

Think, were they inattentive in those hours, 

When Morpheus, with his wand, suspends your 

P 

Oft would the thief, uncheck'd, wage desperate war, 

Invade your doors, your faithless bolts unbar : 

Oft force your locks, tho? fram'd with nicest art, 

And, silent entering, ransack every part; 

Or, should his noise arouse you from your rest, 

Plunge the dire weapon in your fenceless breast, 

'Gainst scenes like these your constant Watch-men 

| ne: 

Then, let their midnight vigils meet reward. 

Tis from the bounty of each gentle friend 

They trust their Christ- mas cheerily to spend. 

Ye gay, ye rich, ye good, propitious hear, 

And, with kind gifts, th'ĩnclement season cheer. 
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Then shall their pray rs for you spontaneous flow, 
For you, who deign to mitigate their woe: 

All then will wish that ever Christ- mas day 

May still advance in pleasure's briglit array: 

That tranquilly your barks may glide along 
Down life's smooth stream, and Fate that lite pro- 


9 ” 


Till, full of honors and mature in age, 
For endless bliss ye quit this mortal stage. 
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WuriLsT you extol my rival's charms, 
His ruddy neck, his polish'd arms: 

By secret fires consum'd I sigh, 

And tremble, though I scarce know why. 


A troubled mind my looks bespeak, 
The hue of health forsakes my cheek, 
Onbidden tears my face o'erflow, 

And mark unutterable woe. 


Wild frenzy next usurps her reign : 

I shudder lest the brute should stain 
With livid spots my fair one's arm, 
Or dare her tender lips to harm. 


Trust me, dear Maid, the wretch who wounds 
Those lips, where rapturous bliss abounds, 
Will never show a faithful love, 

But soon his fickleness you'll prove. 
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Thrice — those, ben Love unites, 
And consecrates with nuptial rites : 


Whom no rude jars, no quarrels, part, 
But each till death bestows a heart 
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FROM HORACE. 


* 


| Trt Persian ceremonies, boy, I hate: 
Those costly garlands which the temples braid, 
Withh all the splendid pageantries of state, | 
Are but mere ostentation, vain parade. 


Seek thou no more the late-blown, short-liv'd rose, 
When hoary winter strews the ground with frost : 
Nor cull the flow'r, that in the morning blows, - 
But droops ere night, and every grace is lost. 


Henceforth this too officious zeal forbear, 
Fair myrtle, simply, will sufficient prove; 
So keep for me what needs but little care, 
The shrub of Venus with the wine I love. 


Nor think by myrtle thou canst be disgrac'd, 
Nor I in shady arbor drinking plac'd. 
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FROM HORACE. 


AMANTIUM IRZ. 


H. Wust with love you smil'd propitious, 
Nor preferr' d a happier he: 
No pursuits, howe er delicious, 
Merited a thought from me. 


IL. Whilst you lov'd no damsel better, 
But o'er Chloe Lydia soar'd: 
Happy Lydia flourish'd greater 
Far than Ilia with her lord. 


H. Thracian Chlos is my treasure, 
She can sing, and she can play; 
Songs transport me, beyond measure, 
Music charms me, sweetly gay. 
Oh! I could, without repining. 
Lay down life to save my fair: 
And all other bliss resigning, 
Die, and, dying, thinkof her. 
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L. Calais with zeal burns warmer 
To repay his tender love, 
Twice I'd die to please the charmer, 
Might his life more lasting prove. 


H. What if, former love renewing, 
Horace should repentant turn: 
And again with ardor suing, 
For his past offences mourn? 


L. Calais than stars is brighter, 
Buch, at least, he seem'd to me: 
You than any cork are lighter, 
Testier than the raging sea; 
Vet, would Horace, love requiting, 
But again assiduous sin: 
With him I could live delighting, 
With him willingly could die ! 
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FROM HORACE. 


BLandusian Spring than crystal far more clear, 
Worthy of choicest meed of wine and flow'rs: 


To-morrow's dawn shall view a kid appear, 
With budding honors, destin'd for thy bow'rs. 


Those tender horns, which nature kindly gave, 
To guard his loves, or dare the hostile plain, 

Fruitless arise: for soon thy hallow'd wave, 
With crimson ting'd, shall own a victim slain. 


Here the hot dog-star Shall unheeded Shine, 
For bounteous Providence hath round thee made 
A plenteous shelter for the plough-worn kine, 
And for the wand'ring flocks a cooling shade. 


Henceforth, thou shalt become a noble stream, 
Whilst my glad numbers in thy praises glow : 
Thy moss-grown cells my muse's dearest theme, 
With gentle currents babbling as they flow. 
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THE BLESSINGS OF SECRESY. © 


His mistress Buckland raises to the skies, 
For shape, complexion, hair, and rolling eyes: 
Whilst the perfections of her mind, he says, 
Increase his love, and merit all his praise: 
But, oh! to fix the raptures of his soul, 

Fidelity unshaken crowns the whole. 

Alas, good man! his prejudice is blind, 

And all inadequate, we soon shall find, 

To trace her worth; the worth, that fills her breast, 
Exceeds his praises, thirty times, at least : 

Full Zlirty warm admurers live, to prove | 
How vast, how sweet, how faithful is her love; 
Each for the fair with glowing ardor burns, 

And each fond mortal is a God by turns. 
Yet, with such secresy her favor's shown, 

That no admirer is to Buckland known, 

Nor to another; thus, though all are blest, 
And, tete d tete, by the dear nymph carest : 
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Each seems sole object of her fond desires, 
Each thinks her faithful to his tender fires j—— 
Whilst she still roams, to no man's love a slave. 


Thus, the wide Ocean rolls full many a wave 

To various shores, whilst o'er its azure plain 
Full many a vessel roves in quest of gain. 

The buoyant barks with swiftness skim the seas, 
And every sail invites the favoring breeze: 
Each feels the tide propitious as it goes, 

And each enjoys the gentle gale that blows. 
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ELEGY.. 


On the —, Fo Ming cock, driven overboard by a Newfoundland 
425 at ſea, in a gale Hey we th 


(WRITTEN THE MORNING AFTER THE CATASTROPHE.) - 


Let not sour sapience mock his youthful toil, 

His homely thoughts, and manner somewhat queer; 
Nor critics count, with a diſdainful smile, 

His sighs and groans for murder'd Chanticleer.” 


THe friendly sun hath quench'd his morning fire, 
And seems inclin'd to hear a ur etch complain : 

Come, Elegy! awake thy whimpering lyre, 
Whilst sorrowing skies bedew my cabin's pane. 


Hark! how the pigs discordant squeakings raise 
How loud the gappling geeae dema nd their corn! 
How goats, sheep, turkies, duck s, unite their lays, 
And with their wonted concert hail the morn 
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No more is heard, above these hungry cries, 
My watchful centinel's shrill voice so clear; 
Ah me! no more those sounding notes shall rise, 
Which yesterday so pleas'd my waking ear! 


When blustering gales warr'dwith theswellingdeep, 
And with wild howlings urg'd the ship along; 
How gladly, starting from unquiet sleep, 
I heard thee tranquil tune thy midnight song 


Oft have I strok'd thy circling plumage gay, 
Thy coral-crested head, thy pinions proud; 

Oft smiling seen thee strut in sunny ray; | 
Oft heard thee woothy loves, with cluckings loud. 


But now to Memory's view what scenes arise! 
Lo! how he flutters on his billowy grave l- 

Still, still he floats !---th' unpitying vessel flies !----- 
Alas! hesinks beneath yon dashing wave l- 


Ah! Fox! Too long beliey'd of temper mild, 
What dzmon urg'd thee to so dire a deed ? 


Sure some wolf suckled thee in caverns wild; 
Ne'er was such phrenzy noted in thy breed. 
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Go, meek-eyed murderer ! bring me back my bird 
No more for bones, fell ruffian, fawn on me: 
No more I greet thee with a softer word, 
Since these fond eyes must ne er their favorite see. 


Stern Boreas | hadst thou not thus ocean plied, 
Nor thou, dread Neptune! with such fury rav'd: 

Swift had the ready boat shot o'er the tide, + 
And eager tars my floating minion sav d. 


Oh! had the Fates but heard the fervent pray'r, 
That fondness offer'd for his guiltless life ; 

How had he crow'd in Albion many a year, 
Secure from Shrove-tide spurs, and luxury's knife 


But what avail my plainings and my sighs? _ 
Will they restore his heart its vital spring, ö 

Relume the fire that darted from his eyes, 
And make him clap again the joyous wing? 


What tho' his corse, by winds and waters twirl'd, 
Feed some vast shark, or ravenous dolphin cloy; 
His spirit now hath reach'd that happier world, 


Where no storms madden, and no curs annoy. 
a 
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TO A GAME-COCK, 
UPON HEARING OF HIS CONDEMNATION TO THE SPIT. 


Neget quis carmina gallo # 


To thee, sweet Chanticleer, my watchful friend, 
With grief these sympathetic lines I send; 

Not such the lines which, ere the close of school, 
Glad boys, on paper mark d by leaden rule, 
Send to their homes: not such doth Damon scrawl 
To the dear nymph with whom he danc'd at ball: 
Not such Jack Oakutn sends his constant spouse, 
Who, safely landed, hopes 5he'l! rig the house. 

But these are such as, victims to despair, 

Fond levers write to their unhappy fair: 

When, by a father's fierce injunction led, 
The lovely virgitis bless a rival's bed. | 


Oh! how impatiently I watch'd my hen; 

Turn every egg, and turn it o'er again: 
Panting with mother's longings till the morn 
Auspicious rose, on which my chick was born. 
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Then with fond eyes I saw thee peck the grain, 
And wip'd the tears of joy, which flow'd amain. 
I mark'd thy growing strength with conscious pride, 
Lo! here aspiring excellence!” I cried, 
See, how he stalks the large farm-yard along, 
«© The envied monarch of a circling throng !” 


Sweet hours of innocence, how fast ye flew! 

Yet, though like vestiges of morning dew 

Ye swiftly vanish'd, oft my pensive mind 

Shall cast some longing, lingering looks behind 

Much, much it pleases, to revolve the past, 
And try, in thought, to make the vision last. 


Whither this pleasing wand'ring ? Luckless bird! 
Was it for this, bove other fowls preferr'd, 

Thou trod'st my dunghill, whilst thy swelling note 
Sounded melodious from thy silver throat ? 

Was it for this, thou won'st, in bardy strife, 
The prize of valor with thy rival's life ? 

IIl-fated bird, farewell! Thy mournful end 

May teach the world, that—when a faithful friend 
Is far remov*d—amidst misfortune's gloom 
The bravest mind may meet an early tomb, 
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THE LOVE-SICK HERO. 


LET cowards loath Bellona's charms, | 
And shudder when they think of death; | 
I love the clang of hostile arms, | 
And in fierce combat risk my breath. 
Oh! how delicious tis to feed 
With scenes of dread the eager sight: 
To view contending warriors bleed, 
And share the perils of the fight !— 
Yet, Nan, though this be fine to view, 
Thomas had rather be with you. 


On every side an arm, a head, 
A hand, a leg, at random fly: 
| Whilst the strong savor of the dead, 
Exhal'd by Phoebus, mounts the sky. 
Now crimson torrents flow amain, 
And many a noble form lies low; 
Confusion rattles o'er the plain, | 
No skill can ward the deadly blow, — 
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Yet, my affection burns s0 true, 
Indeed, I'd rather be with you. 


The grand artillery of war | 
| Excels each sound I heard before ; 
No concerts can with ours compare, 
Where trumpets, drums, and cannons roar. 
What music like the yells and groans, 
Which now and then arrest the ear ? 
What cadence softer than our moans, 
When the cold hand of Death draws near ?— 
None, none! yet, oh! my love's so true, 
By Jove ! I'd rather be with you. 
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ON A CAT, 


FOUND DEAD IN A RIYULET. 


A CAT, the fairest of her kind, 

To every excellence inclin'd, 

Repos d upon the gras: 

Beside a murmuring streamlet stray d; 

And, as at ease our Puss was laid, 
She us'd it for her glass. 


“ Hail, lovely maid !” the virgin cried, 
With rapturous joy, as she espied 
The beauties of her skin: 
The jetty ringlets of her neck, 
Her whiskers, and her glossy cheek, 
Her air, her shape, her mien. 


« Hail, lovely maid! in life's fair bloom ! 


Oh ! leave that seat, and hither come 
To frisk among the flow'rs; 


With me come pass the time away, 


Let's take our fill of sport and play, 
Nor reck the fleeting hours!“ 
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She ceas'd : and gaz d, with tenderest look. 
But ah! the maiden of the brook 

No answer sweet return'd ; 
But, fixing on Elmira's face 
Her ardent eyes, with speechless grace, 
As Pussey turn'd, she turn e. 


we 


Elmira sat, expecting soon 
The tantalizing shade . run, 
And gambol by her side: 
Full oft she sigh'd, full oft she pray“ d, 
Yet still the visionary maid 3 
Nor came, nor aught replied. | 


« Then will I 8 n cries, 
Impatience sparkling in her eyes —.— 
And leaps upon the wave. 


Poor Puss ! Too late you rh to fly! 
Whelm'd in the treacherous flood you dic, 
And find a watery grave ! 
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ON Richmond hill there feeds a Pig, 
Which does that hill adorn : 

So wond'rous fair, so plump, 50 big, 
A finer ne er was born. oY 


This Pig 56 "7 a full of meat, 
Has won my right good will; 

I'd fowls resign, on thee to dine, 
Sweet Pig of Need bil. 


Ye . trees, hb acorns bear, 
And form a shady grove: 
Oh! fatten still this pig 59 rare, 

Till he can hardly move! 


How happy must the swine - herd be 
Who calls this Pig his own |! 
Oh ! might that bliss but fall to me, 
I'd dine on pig alone ! 
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This Pig so neat, so full of meat, 
Has won my right good will ; 

I'd fowls resign, on thee to dine, 
Sweet Pig of Richmond-hill ! 
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TO THE GENIUS. 


OF ACADEMICAL IMPUDENCE. 


| ES RAR 
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IMPUDENCE, with brazen face, 
Give me, give me all thy grace! 
Never let the blush of shame 
Kindle on my cheek it's flame: 
But, instead, Assurance bold, 
Lies, beyond whate'er were told, 
Wit, that never spared a friend, 
Lewdness, child of Castle-End, 
Eyes, which bore, and looks, which speak 
Insults to the virgin's cheek, 
Lounge, that loves till ten to snore, 
Or to roz at Study's door, 

Ease, that never came too late, 
Blasphemy from Billingsgate ; 
These rare virtues if thou'lt give, 
Impudence, with thee I'l} live. 


PHILELEUTHERUsS CANTABRIGCIENSIS. 
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THE RUSTICATED' CANTAB. 
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DREAD worthies, I bow at your shrine, 
And, kneeling submissive, petition 
You'll pardon this false step of mine, 
And pity my dismal condition. 
When ye met all together of late, 
In the room that we term combination, 
To fix your Petitioner's fate, | 
Alas! why did ye chuse Rusfication? 


, 
oO 


That my conduct was wrong, I must on. 
And your justice am forc'd to acknowledge: 
But can I, in no wise, atone 
For my fault, without leaving FER collage ? BY 
Consider how strange twill appear, 
To the mind of each fine jolly fellow, 
That a Cantab was banish'd a year | 
Just for r0ding a little when mellow. 
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Ye have precedents, no one denies, 
To peoys it hut j qt that Iyent hence 3, 
But, surely, no harm could arise 
If ye were to relax in your sentence. 
No! trust me, much good should proceed 
From granting this very great favor, 
For, imprest with a sense of the deed, | 
I'd carefully mend my behavior. 0 
ti 4 1e 91 ut oh 0 90 
Te will, then, have on me a fast hold, b 
For Gratitude's stronger than any tie 
Then pray do not think me too bold 
In thus begging hard for humanity— 
But, why should I humbly implore, 
Since to you all my sorrow's a farce ? 
I'll supplicate fe//ows no more 
So, ye Reverend Dons, — — — ! 


The 1ad who good drinking enjoys, 
I'll chearfully pledge in a full can; 

Rxstication's quite common, my boys, 
Remember Aþollo and Vulcan: 
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These two heroes were hurl'd from the skies, 
Neither forges not music cbuld save them, 
For, heartily d—ning their eyes, 
Jove a travelling fellowshifs gave them. 


Then, no longer let mortals repine 
If to grass sent from Oxon or Granta, 
But stick to the blessings divine 
Which flow from a well-filbd decanter. 
When our goblets with nectar are crown * 
And our spirits rise faster and faster, 
Whilst good-humour smiles gaily around, 
A fig for the Fellows and Mauer. * 


PuiLEIZUTnERVSs CANTABRIGLENSIS. 
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How jocund are their looks when dinner calls! 
How smoke the cutiets on their N plates! X 
„ eee. 


FELLOWS, alas! 1 get, 
Rais d to the sad formalities of state, fs 
| Whene'er they take their F ellowships, most ay 
Domestic bliss, must shun the marriage tie 
The college will, no doubt, reward their care | 
With nice snug livings, in some distant year : 
Till when, the annual Auprr's festive day 
From their firm hearts shall drive all grief away. 
This day they consecrate to appetite. 
At three o'clock, the much- expected bells, 
Which lately call'd to chapel, re- invite 
The jocund Fellows from their lonely cells. 
And now the college - jips appear, 
With ponderous, dainty dishes slowly moving; 
The Fellows grin from ear to ear, 
And their destructive jaws would fain be proving: 
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But no: the tedious grace must first be read 
By meagre, hungry Undergraduate, 
Who deeply sighs, as oft he turns his head 
From the curst Latin to the luscious treat 
The whiles the reverend Dons, with eager faces, 
Draw near the board, and chuse their several places. 
The grace is ended. All are seated round : - 
And, ever and anon, the plates and dishes sound. 


Ah! luckless Turkey, greatly curst indeed ! 

That late was taken from his consort-hen, 

Far from his home, the peaceful farm- yard, then 
To that glad board where dine the college breed : 
On him, well-pleas'd, the Dons, in sportive strife, 

Shall never look with pity's kind concern, 
But instant, joyous, raise the fatal knife 

O'er his plump sides, and to devour him mo. 
Or, if he gladden at his short escape, 

Plac'd in some corner, near an empty chair: 
Too soon, alas! a Fellow's portly shape, 

In sable vestment clad, shall arm'd appear. 
Mean time, a dozen forks shall round him rise, 

Pour d sudden forth from many a vacant plate. 
What now avail or wings or tender thighs ? 
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His $ever'd limbs have lost their comely state, 
And dawn their throats he —_ and yields himelf 
to Fate 0 


Full oft th* obsequious jips pour'd forth the tide 
Of AvpiTt-ale, and every thirst supplied. 
Twice had the table groan'd with change of meat, 
And twice was clear'd : so vastly did they cat. 
At length, with puddings, pyes and tarts per, 
And syllabubs, and jellies, tier on tier. 
hlest be his culinary art, 
Who first devis'd the tempting tart : 
And, may his ashes peaceful lie, 
Who made a pudding or a pye !—— 
The Fellows rend the air, with loud applause; 
Mirth, the excuse; but gluttony, the cause; 
And oft they laugh, with hideous din, 
With cheeks which glow, and chaps which grin: 
Till all, their joy unable to-contain, 
Grinn'd at the pyes, with rapturous eyes, 
And grinn'd, and ate, grinn'd, and ate, | 
Grinn'd, and ate, and grinn'd again : 
And thus, with pleasure dancing in their eyes, 
The greedy grinners ate up all the pyes. 
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What though in tented fields, * deeds of war, 
Rattling oe'r ruin to procure renown, _ 
Where mad Ambition seeks the laurel crown, 

They never shone, nor drove the echoing car : 

They scorn to live the scourges of bind. 

But cast all sanguinary thoughts behind? 

Tumultuous scenes for milder joys refuse, 

And to excel in goodly living chuse. 


Now, at last, the Fellows move. 
Haste; the drinking- room prepare; ; 
Let the sparkling liquor prove 

Worthy of their farmer fare. 
Ere the ruddy sun be set, 

Wine must flow, and glasses ring: 
Prim Famdieus must sweat, 

Mitis swear, and Ravys sing. 7 
Such is the charm of mighty wine, 
And such the fare when Fellows dine 1 

For then they love to taste, without control, 
The feast of ven'son, and the flowing bowl. 


And now the Dons are seated as before. 


Again aloud, and, hark ! a louder roar 
P 
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Of laughter rumbles like a peal of thunder, 
Threat'ning to rend the massy roofs asunder. 
See! See! The jolly sound 
Suffuses each face 
With additional grace, 
And the usual toast goes round: 
« Encore! encore!” the Senior cries, 
Let all of us rise 
„Let each hold up his hand, 
At the word of command!“ 
Not one of the party denies; 
But, aloft in the air, 
Their right hands they rear, 
And repeat the dear toast in a frolicksome strain; 
Then fall to it again, 
And, undaunted, remain: 
At length, with feasting and with sleep opprest, 
Each staggers off to bed, and quickly sinks to rest. 


PHILELEUTHERUS CANTABRIGILENSIS. 
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AD PARVULUM MILVIUM, 


QUE CUM MANSUESCERE DOCERETUR,. JAM ITBRUM 
AUFUGERAT. 


Sic tu secundò, pessime Milviem, 
Cunis ab ipsis non sine perpeti 
Curique nutrite, et labore, 
Diffugiens dominum relinquis 
Non hoc merentem? Sed tibi bubulæ, 
Renümque, lecti nec jecoris, neque 
Pulmonis invidit recentis 
Pascere te vigilans minister. 
Quin non acutis territus unguibus, 
Non rostro adunco, prælia queis furens 
Olim movebas; indecenti 
Ut posita feritate, mores 
Dignos honesto cive, nec hispido 
Discens, magistri noscere sibilum 
Parere jussis, et vocantis  _ 
Perciperes humeris, manũque 
Sedere mitis; blanditiis frequens 
Indulsit ultrd, te modd pupulum, 
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Te passerem dixit, sutimque 
Inordinatas sæpe etiam manu 
Digessit aptè in pectore pennulas, 

Lavitque turpes ; nec reliquit 

Officii, studiique partem 
Ignavus ullam. Szpe etiam tuæ 
Curans salutis, pharmaca sedulus 

Paravit ægro, sæpe lectum 

Ex foliis, tenerisque plumis. 
Quid nunc in agro feceris avius, 

Solũsque? vitam quove feres modo ? | 

Rudisque, et insuetus parare 

Cædibus, aucupi6que mensas. 
Quave arte fraudes decipientium 

| Vitare disces? Qui reteges dolos ? 

Ah! forts vel visco, vel igne, 

Stulte, cades, volucrique plumbo. 
Sedes priores, si sapis, impiger 
Require; notas et relegens vias 

Redi volatu jam sagaci, 

Non alibi melids futurus. 
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IN MARGARETAM. | © 


O Suavisima Margareta rerum! 
Cunctarum bene dicta Margareta! 
O menti decor eloquens rotundi! 

O mille os redolens meros lepores ! 

O dandis basiis labella nat, 
Quets nectar Venus invideret ipsa 
Nescis copia que sit osculorum, 
Queĩs sit divitiis amor beatus. 

En! unde maris ut duæ gemellas 
Conflictz pariunt, utrinque partæ 
Quz plures numero novas propagent ! 
Quin ex oceano tot osculorum 

Des unum, breve posco, Margareta ; 
Et mox repperies, quot inde gigni 
Fovint millia mille uayiorum, | 
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AD ICARUM HODIERNUM. 


Ecce, rati fidens, et versicoloribus alis, 
Aerium Gallus dirigit acer iter. 

Mox autem subito correptus turbine venti, 
In medias pelagi precipitatur aquas. _ 
Sic, audax cœlos ascendere, turba gigantum 

Corruit in tenebras, fulmine tacta Jovis. 


TRANSLATION. 


TO MONSIEUR BLANCHARD. 


Lo! the bold Gaul his airy flight pursues, 
With fragile car, and many-color'd sphere; 
But soon, the sport of whirlwinds fierce, renews 

His varied voyage on a watery bier: 
Thus heav'n-attacking giants dar'd aspire, 
Quick plung'd to shades below, by Jove's avenging 
Hire. 
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DULCE ET DECORUM EST PRO PATRIA MORT. 


AT Leuctias fight, th' exulting Theban found 
A Spartan hero prostrate on the ground: i 
With eager joy he rushes on the foe, 

And at his back directs a deadly blow ; 


Strike thro' my breast l- the dying warrior said, 
Nor let my parents blush when I am dead!“ 


QUI CAPIT, ILLE FACIT. 


NATURE in thee hath aptly;join'd 
An ugly phiz, and wicked mind; 

All eyes the outward features strike: 
Faith! all the inward are alike, 
Tis fit a monster's form should hide 
Malice, intemperance, and pride. | 
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Bis duo sunt homines, manes, caro, spiritus, umbra: 


Quatuor haf partes to tot loca suscipiunt. 
Terra tegit carnem ; tumulum circumyolat umbra ; : 
— habet manes; spiritus astra petit. * 
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TRANSLATION... | 


FIST „ 
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All. men are four- fold, ghost, flesh, int, * 

Four different stations wait us when we die. 

Earth claims our flesh; ghosts are to hell convey'd; 

Our shadows haunt the tombs, our -pinits mount 
the sky. 9% £1 TI9AS 199 
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